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A    GREAT    POLITICAL,    MARTIAL,    SERIO-COMIC    LEGENDARY, 
ROMANTIC  AND  FARCIAL  DRAMA. 


Written  by  the  Happy  Democratic  Family,  expre>;sly  for  the 
PEACE    DEMOCRACY. 


Performed  for  over  three  months  in  the  Canadian   Provinces  (Holcomb  & 

Clay's  Theatre,)  and  in  the  Chicago  Wigwam  (since  demolished.)    It 

is  now  brought  out  by  Messrs.  Rebel  &   Sympathizer,  and  is 

respectfully  dedicated  by  them  to  the  Northern  Scum  and 

Mudsills.      The  Managers    flatter    themselves  that  no 

expense    has    been    spared    by  them,    through   the 

kindness  of  their  British  friends,  to  make  this 

the    most    peaceable    drama    of    the    age. 


1864. 


Costume. — Olive  Leaves  and  Branches. 

Music. — Drums  and  Fifes  ignored. 

Scenery. — Peaceful  Abodes,  Doves  in  the  Background. 

Appointments. — Harmony — all  in  Harmony. 


LOOK  AT  THE  FOLLOWING  CAST; 


Aristocrat, 

Grumbler., 

Sniveller., 

Sypocrite  and  Martyr., 

''Bully''  Boy, 

Naughty  Boy, 

Servant, 


Mr.  Bell  monte. 

Mr.  Sayjiore. 

-     Mr.  WuD. 

Mr.  Val-an-gh-m. 

Little  Gteorgie. 

Big  Georgie. 

Mr.  Marbull. 


ACT    I. 


Scene,  Policy  Shop — 4-11-44 — Sniveller  sewing  to- 
gether dilapidated  postage  currency;  Grumbler  pasting 
together  pieces  of  an  old  writ  of  habeas  corpus.  Enter 
Aristocrat,  whistling  the  "  Bonnie  Blue  Flag." 

Sniveller.  What  ho  !  Aristocrat,  thou  art  merry. 

Grumhler.  See,  'tis  the  fool's  merriment  (groans,)  who 
dances  on  the  ashes  of  a  ruined  country. 

Aristocrat.  D — n  the  country. 

Chorus.   So  say  we,  all  of  us. 

Echo  from  Richmond — Good. 

Grumbler.  Haheas  corpus  gone  !     Alas  !  his  fate. 

Sniveller.  Weep  not  for  corpus ;    'tis  the  postage   cur- 
rency, 
That  most  demands  our  tears. 

Aristocrat.  Villians,  have  you  heard  the  news  ? 

Sniveller.  What  news  ?  the  death  of  Lincoln  ? 

Grumbler.  The  draft  postponed  !     I  knew  it ; 
The  tyrant,  then,  to  threats  of  revolution  yields. 

Aristocrat.  No,  dolts.     The  news  I  bring  is  of  our  sa- 
cred cause ; 
Grant  has  fallen  in  the  heat  of  battle ; 
The    Federal   army,  routed,    hugs  the  gunboats   on   the 

James. 
E'en  now  our  friends  assault  the  capital, 
And  from  the  lofty  dome  their  glorious  emblem  flies. 
Lincoln  and  all  his  hordes  on  fleetest  horse 
Have  fled  the  country. 

Grumbler.  Ye  Gods,  I'm  amazed  ! 
Where  read  ye  this  ? 

Sniveller.,  'Twas  in  the  News  ;  I  know  it  well. 
It  feedeth  not  on  Abolition  lies. 

Aristocrat.  [Showi7ig  a  "  Jf^orld,^'') — Behold  the  glorious 
herald 
Of  this  our  darling  victory. 


X 


Sniveller.  The  ^'- World  f     Upon  my  soul  it  never  told 

the  truth. 
Grumbler.  Unless,  perchance,  a  lie  were  better. 
Aristocrat.  {Rings  the  hell.) — I  will  the  servant  call  ; 
'Tis  Le  who  knows  full  well  the  virtue  of  this  jDaper. 

* 
[JSnter  Servant.'] 

Servant.  Did  my  master  call  ?     Your  most  obedient. 
If  thou  shouldst  say  that  black  were  white, 
I'd  find  authority  to  prove  it. 

Aristocrat.  Is  this  news  true  ?     Has  Lincoln  fled, 
And  do  our  friends  swill  Bourbon  in  the  Capitol  ? 

Servant.  They  do  not  now,  your  honor ; 
But,  prythee,  they  might  do  it,  if — 

Grumbler.   Ha  !  they  might  ! 
Thank  God  for  those  consoling  words. 

Sniveller.  But  how  ?   Oh,  that  I  knew  the  policy. 

Servant.  There  is  a  man  without  with  pious  face, 
Who  says  within  his  heart  he  bears  a  precious  secret ; 
But  when   I  asked  his  name,  he  sighed,  and  whispered 
peace. 

Grumbler.  'Tis  one  of  Lincoln's  victims. 
E'en  now  I  smell  the  rust  of  chains 

Aristocrat.  Bring  in  the  victim  of  our  tyrant's  power. 

\Enter  Hypocr  ite.  ] 

Sniveller.  What !  'tis  Hypocrite,  who  always  weeps. 

Aristocrat.  Yes,  from  the  shores  of  Canada  he  brings 
his  tearful  cambric. 

Hypocrite.  Are  all  before  me  friends  ?     Yes,  I   see   it 
in  your  faces. 
You  would  not  harm  the  refugee  from  tyranny. 

Aristocrat.  Why  com'st  thou  at  this  late  day  from  Ca- 
nada ? 

Hypocrite.  My  friends,  the  sun  is  now  declining. 
E'en  as  down  the  verge  of  ruin  glides  the  nation. 
To-morrow  I  will  tell  you  all.      I've  come  to  save  the 
country. 

Sniveller.   By  peace  or  war  ? 

Hypocrite    By  neither,  dealer  in  the  mystic  numbers. 

Aristocrat.  The  aid  of  foreign  gold  he  seeks. 
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Grumhler.  But  come — to-morrow   we    shall   know   his 
thoughts. 
We'll  to  the  Banquet  and  drink  confusion 
To  our  foes — the  myrmidons  of  Lincoln. 

Sniveller.   Hold,  dear  friends,  where  is  "  Bully"  Boy  ':* 

Hypocrite.  Methinks  I  saw  the  youth  in  yonder  garden, 

Grumhler.  What  doing  ? 

Siipocrite.  Digging  with  his  iron  spade  and  shovel. 

Grumbler.  Wore  he  no  sword. 

Hypocrite.  Yes  ;  a  rusty  blade — 
But  the  shovel  shone  with  constant  use. 

Sniveller.  Did  he  not  speak  to  thee? 

Hymcrite.   As   I   did  fall   across  his  ditch,  in   horrid 
^  plight, 
He  cried,  "  Reinforcements  send,  or  all  is  lost." 

Grumbler.  ''  Bully  "  Boy. 

Sniveller.   Noble  warrior. 

Aristocrat.     Inoffensive  chieftain. 

Hypocrite.  From  my  own  means  a  shovel  new  I'll  buy 
him, 

[  Curtain  falls,  and  for  a  brief  period  the  great  characters 
retire  from  mortal  vision  to  buy  tickets  in  the  new  lottery. 
Music  by  orchestra,  Rogue's  March.'\ 


ACT    II. 


Scene. — Alley  in  the  Bowery  ;  Policeman  asleep  ;  Na 
Gas ;  Darhiess  Egyptian  ;  Hypocrite  and  Aristocrat  talking 
peaceably ;  Enter  Grumbler. 

Grumbler.  What  ho  !  my  friends,  this  darkness  best  be- 
fits ye. 
Hypocrite.  If  here  we  plotted  treason,  then  thy  words 

are  true. 
Aristocrat.  Treason  !  'tis  a  word  of  light  import, 
And  so  ill  defined  that  we,  good  friends,  know  not  its 

meaning. 
But,  why  so  dumb  at  my  approach  ? 
Did  I  not  hear  thee,  Sniveller,  talk  of  Richmond  ? 
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Sniveller.  I  did,  most  gracious  friend,  and  Davis,  too. 
For  him,  of  all  my  precious  clan,  I  most  admire. 

Aristocrat.  Ah,  then  we  all  agree,  since  Hypocrite  has 

always  voted  well  for  Jeff.'s  most  righteous  cause. 
Sypocrite,  Aye,  and  prayed  for  it.     E'u  in  Canada,  as 
I  did  look  upon  my  native  land,  I  saw,  in  thought 
most  dear,  the  spires  of  Ilichmond. 
Sniveller.  What  aspirations  did  inspire  thy  soul,  most 

noble  martyr ! 
Aristocrat.  Let  Lincoln  look  upon  thy  tattered  clothes 

and  weep. 
Sypocrite.  He  ne'er  would  weep,  but,  stroking  his  ma- 
jestic beard,  make  me  the  victim  of  a  fearful  goak. 
Sniveller.  But  come,  to  business.     Let's  counsel  for  the 

people's  sake. 
Aristocrat.  The  people !     Who  are  the  people !     The 
veriest  asses, 
Whom  we  can  buy  and  sell — their  virtue  and  their  honor. 
Hypocrite.  Thou  talkest  strongly,  yet  with  truth,  most 

sterling  truth. 
Sniveller.  Aye,  the  people  are  most  pliant  tools ; 
Yet  in  this  business  we  must  promise  well. 
And,  when  we  once  have  tricked  the  common  herd. 
Will  sell  them  at  our  leisure. 

Hypocrite.  Yes,  give  us  but  the  reins  of  power,  and 
then,  most  noble  friends,  we'll  prove  ourselves  the  mas- 
ters. 

Aristocrat.  But  see  yon  crowd — they  journey  toward 
the  wigwam,  and  soon  will  ask  from  us  the  way  of 
peace. 

Sniveller.  Most  precious  woi  d,  for  ia  its  quick  fulfilment 
I  do  see  the  friends  of  Davis  sitting  in  the  Capitol. 

Hypocrite.  Glorious  vision  !  Well  have  them  here  if 
strategy  can  do  it. 

Aristocrat.  If  strategy  can  do  it,  then  let  us  call  on 
"  Bully  "  Boy. 

Hypocrite.  My  plan  exactly. 
In  calculation  shrewd,  we  shall  so  mix  both  war  and  peace 
That  none  shall  kLOw  our  purpose. 
Let  Bully  Boy  our  standard  bear  with  gleaming  sword ; 
And  close  behind,  with  olive  branch,  shall  follow  naughty 
boy. 


The  people  may  object ; 

But  then  we'll  talk  of  debt  and  draft  and  habeas  corpus  ; 

And  so  we'll  stir  them  up  with  foolish  fears, 

That,  like  poor  sheep,  they'll  follow  at  our  will. 

Aristocrat.  Most  excellent  Jew,  I  see  thy  honest  pur- 
pose— 
First  get  the  power,  and  then  our  aims  accomplish. 

Sniveller.  This   power  we   best   secure  by  promises  of 

peace. 
Aristocrat.  Aye  !  an  armistice.      Our  friends  are  wound- 
ed bad. 
Ulysses  now  with  fearful  grip  has  seized  good  Lee, 
And  Richmond  feels  the  want  of  bread  and  bacon. 
While  in  Atlanta,  Sherman  plants  his  flag, 
And  Hood  before  him  flees,  a  vanquished  man. 
Now,  if  with  armistice  we  stem  this  tide 
And  give  our  friends  the  breathing  time  they  need. 
We  shall,  most  noble  friends,  best  help  the  cause  of  trea- 

SOQ. 

GrumUer.  Most  noble  Jew,  thou  reasonest  well. 
Great  Habeas  Corpus  soon  will  rear  his  head, 
And  Treason  flourish  o'er  us. 

Hypocrite.  My  views,  which  you  do  see  to  be  most  genial 
to  our  cause, 
I've  written  in  a  form  most  potent. 

(Shows  a  manuscript.) 

Aristocrat.   0  !   'tis  the  Platform  for   our   sacred  wig- 
wam. 
I'll  see  to  its  adoption. 

Sniveller.  Most  glorious  platform  !     But  the  candidate, 
Where  shall  we  find  him  ? 

Hypocrite.  In  yonder  garden  is  the  boy, 
Who  in  the  ways  of  peace  is  best  instructed. 

Aristocrat.  Ah,  he  is  my  greatest  pet.    I  know  hira  well. 
To  heights  of  glory  did  he  dig  his  way — 
His  sword  no  longer  flashes  in  the  air. 
Most  gentle,  peaceful  "  Bully  "  Boy. 

Sniveller.  I  like  him  not.     For,  once  elected,  he  might 
do  harm  unto  our  cause. 

Hypocrite.  Thou  art  mistaken,  friend  of  many  blanks, 
"  Bully  "  Boy  his  base  will  change  at  our  request. 

Grumller.  Unless  he  did,  I'd  start  another  riot. 
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Aristocrat.  Eiot  is  good ;  it  keepeth  out  the  draft. 

Sniveller,  Yes,  and  in  its  non-enforcement  our  friends 
do  flourish. 

Sypocrite.  But  "  Bully "  Boy  has  fought  our  friends, 
althouirh  with  fierceness  mild 
Now,  on  this  platform,  so  meaningless  and  vague, 
We  must  some  man  of  extra  peace  display. 
Then  will  our  mixture  he  complete, 
And  in  the  grandest  harmony  we'll  on  to  victory. 

GrumUer.  I  know  the  man  we  want.  Full  oft  I've  seen 
him  in  the  halls  of  Congress  vote  for  peace,  and  compli- 
ment our  friends  at  Richmond. 

Aristocrat.  Ah,  'tis  Naughty  Boy — I  know  him  well — 
Fit  is  he  for  our  purpose. 
Ye  God  !  the  work  goes  bravely  on — 
We  promise  to  the  people  peace ; 
Our  candidates  shall  cry  both  peace  and  war, 
But  we  will  reap  the  fruit  of  swift  disunion. 

Sniveller.  But  I  am  pledged  to  peace, 
And  Bully  Boy  has  warred  upon  my  friends. 

Hypocrite.  Why  mind  the  means  ? — 'tis  power  we  want. 
Once  in  the  capital,  the  country  we  can  sell, 
And,  laughing  at  the  people  we  have  duped, 
Welcome  our  warrior,  Jeff.,  with  cordial  greeting. 

Grumbler.  The  plot  is  good.     It  stirs  my  patriot  heart. 
Oh,  sweet  Confederacy  !     I  see  thee  now, 
Rearing  thy  head,  and  blushing  like  the  morn. 
And  Jefi'y,  too,  my  dearest  friend, 
Expectant  looks  from  Richmond  'sieged. 
Ah  !  ah  !     Let  Lincoln  fear  and  tremble  ! 
The  people  we  shall  lull  with  thoughts  of  peace, 
And  while  they  sleep,  sell  their  birthright  dear. 

Sniveller.  Who  will  not  praise  this  statesmanship  most 
wise? 

Hypocrite.  Ye  gods,  assist  our  plan  ! 

Aristocrat.  Gold  will  secure    us  all  which  full  deceit 
shall  miss. 

Grumbler.  Come,  let  us  to  Chicago.  You,  my  friends, 
retire  to  rest,  while  I  will  ply  with  sweet,  seductive  wiles 
the  Bully  Boy.  'Tis  he  who  can  best  aid  us  in  this  peril- 
ous enterprise. 

\_A  jewsharp  heard  in  the  distance — Policeman  awakes  and 
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arrests  Sniveller  and  Grumbler — Hypocrite  and  Aristocrat 
mal-e  their  escape — Policeman,  threatened  loith  a  riot  and  a 
leader  in  the  "  N'e'tvs,'''  releases  his  prisoners  and  sivears  eter- 
nal fidelity  to  the  Peace  Democracy.  Curtain  falls  upon  this 
scene  of  total  depravity.,  and  the  orchestra.^  v)rapped  in  peace- 
ful slumhers,  omits  to  disturb  the  solemnity  of  the  occasion.'] 


ACT   IIT. 


Scene. — Tattered  wall-tent  on  the  banks  of  the  Hudson — 
American  Eagle  browsing  in  the  background — Broken  bust  of 
Napoleon  on  a  camp  stool — Bully  Boy  wiping  the  rust  from 
his  sword  and  looking  at  a  map  of  the  Chickahominy  swamps. 

Bully  Boy.  To  this,  then,  has  come  the  young  Napoleon. 
Yet,  I  was  not  always  thus.  At  the  head  of  a  great  army 
I  did  ride  in  days  of  yore  and  all  did  pay  me  homage. 
Ye  Gods !  my  fate  will  drive  me  mad.  Yet,  I  will  have 
revenge,  though  I  should  rend  the  nation's  heart  and  with 
my  spade  I  cleave  a  road  to  glory,  though  a  thousand 
swamps  oppose. 

[Miter   Grumbler.'] 

Grumbler.   Ha  !  greater  than  Napoleon,  how  fares  thee? 

Bully  Boy.  If  for  friends  you  mean,  most  unhappily. 

Grumbler.  A  greater  man  ne'er  lived  than  you,  and  yet 
thou  art  the  victim  of  a  rail-splitter. 

Bully  Boy.  Taunt  me  not,  Horatio,  or  in    yon   ditch, 
fresh  dug,  I'll  plunge  thee  lifeless. 

Grumbler    Thou  speakest  harsh  to  one  who  loves  thee ; 
E'en  now  I've  come  to  do  a  favor  regal. 

Bully  Boy.  I've  served  you  well — 
'Twere  best  you  did  return  the  service. 

Grumbler.  Thou  art  most  honored  of  the  wigwam  clan ; 
Behold  the  platform  and  your  nomination. 
[Shows  him  manuscript ) 

Bully  Boy.   I  swear  old  Hypocrite  this  writing  did ; 
Yes,  through  every  line  his  foulest  treason  runs. 

GrumUer.  Treason!     What  madness  ! 
Why,  'tis  only  stuff  with  which  to  gull  the  people. 
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Butty  Boy.  Ah  !  I  see.     You  only  seek  the  reins  of 
power. 

Grumhler.  Well  spoken,  mildest  of  the  Major  Generals. 
We  know  our  business.  This  best  suits  our  purpose.  Ac- 
cept the  nomination,  and  the  issue  will  be  to  you,  most 
injured  warrior,  the  sweetest  of  revenge. 

Bully  Boy.  I  will  accept  it.  E'en  now  I'll  write  a  let- 
ter full  of  war,  while  Naughty  Boy  shall  whisper  peace. 

Grumhler.  Oh !  will  we  not  mislead  the  people  !  Ar- 
mistice !  war  !  peace  !  sword  !  olive  branches  ! 

Bully  Boy. — Tell  Sniveller  to  oppose  me, 
And  damn  me  loudly  in  a  column  leader; 
That  will  appease  those  who  prate  of  peace  too  strongly. 
When  once  the  tide  is  in  my  favor, 
Then  Sniveller  can  recant  his  opposition. 

Grumhler.   Yes ;   since  Atlanta  is  taken, 
'Twill  best  help  our  plans  to  be  more  warlike. 

Bully  Boy.  Ah !  my  most  gracious  thanks  extend  to  all 
the  patrons  of  the  wigwam  ;  and  I  do  most  congratulate 
myself  that  all  my  friends  are  friends  of  Brother  Davis. 

Grumhler.  Such  is  our  plot — God  grant  it  swift  fulfil- 
ment ;  and  rest  assured,  my  friend,  that  when  elected  I  will 
help  you  guide  the  ship  of  State  upon  a  loyal  Southern 
course. 

Bully  Boy.  Adieu  !  most  potent  Governor. 

Grumhler.  Success  attend  us. 

\Exit 

[American  Eayle  immediately  miyrates  and  hears  away  the 
rusty  sword  of  the  youthful  conqueror —  JJ'pon  the  map  dances 
the  skeletons  of  eiyhty  thousand  soldiers  who  lost  their  Hoes  on 
the  Peninsula — The  curtain  chanyes  its  hase  and  falls. ^ 


GRAND   INTERLUDE. 


\^A  considerable  time  elapsiny  hetween  the  third  and  fourth 
acts,  it  is  necessary  that  somethiny  shall  he  done  to  make  this 
yrand  peace  drama  perfect  in  unity  of  time,  place  and  action. 
Therefore,  the  manayement  have  the  pleasure  of  stating  that 
they  will  now  introduce  to  tlie  audience  the  great  peace-shrieker 
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of  New   Yorh   City,  Samuel  Barlo,  Esq.,  who  will  sing  the 
following  poetic  effusion.     N.B. — During  this  song  no  crvmh- 
ling  of  peanuts  allowed.  \ 

SAMMY   BARLO. 

Public  in  general,  how  do  you  do  ? 
We've  made  you  a  platform,  and  think  it's  "  true  blue." 
We  must  have  peace  now,  for  the  war  is  "  no  go.'''' 
This  is  the  opinion  of  Sammy  Barlo. 

Oh  !  dear.  Lord  Belmont  says  so ; 

'Tis  likewise  the  dictum  of  Sammy  Barlo. 

We've  tried  to  stop  enlisting  men,  but  we  can't 
Injure  the  status  of  Sherman  or  Grant. 
We  want  an  armistice,  but  Mac  he  says  "iVo." 
What  is  our  real  platform  ?  says  Sammy  Barlo. 

Oh  !  dear,  'tis  mixed  up  I  know ; 

But  Mac  is  our  hero,  says  Sammy  Barlo. 

You've  all  heard  of  Fox,  the  great  Vallandighamer : 

Well,  Yoorhees  and  he  are  both  under  our  banner ; 

We've  got  both  the  Woods — Ben  and  bold  Fernando — 

Par  nolile  fratrum  I  says  Sammy  Barlo. 
Oh  !  dear,  we'll  make  a  big  show 
To  carry  the  day,  says  Sammy  Barlo. 

There  is  no  use  of  fighting  the  South  any  more. 
They've  won  independence  a  dozen  times  o'er ; 
This  is  the  platform  made  at  Chicago 
To  settle  the  country  and  Sammy  Barlo. 

Oh  !  dear,  'tis  awful  I  know. 

But,  'twill  do  to  catch  suckers,  says  Sammy  Barlo, 


ACT  IV. 


Time. — Evening — Eighth  of  November, 

Scene. —  Garret  of  the  "  World''''  Office — Penny  dip 
hurning — Hypocrite,  GrumUer,  Sniveller,  Aristocrat,  seated 
around  table  reading  election  returns. 

Grumbler,  Great  heavens  !  this  news  is  dubious. 
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Hypocrite.  I'm  much  afraid  Old  Abe  is  in  again. 

Sniveller.  I  told  you  so.     Your  policy  was  bad. 

Aristocrat.   Yes,  in  that  damned  shout  for  war, 
Which  we  did  ill  advise  our  candidate  to  make. 
We  lost  the  power  we  sought. 

{Enter  Servant.) 

Servant.  All  is  lost !     Old  Lincoln  carried  every  State 
but  Jersey. 

Hypocrite.  Ohio  gone  for  Lincoln  ?  Then  let  me  die  ; 
I  cannot  thus  survive  this  grievous  blow. 

[l^al'es  poison  hj  eating  a  copy  of  the  "  World.''^      I)ies.~\ 

Sniveller.  Weep  not  for  such  clay,  my  friends ; 
He  never  did  hafe  thought  above  a  mustard-seed. 

Grumhler.   Oh,  Vallandigham  !     Requiescat  in  pace  ! 

Sniveller.  Which  means — 

Grwnller.  That  he  wanted  peace,  and  now  he's  got  it. 

Aristocrat.  Well,  I  think  I'll  emigrate.  These  damned 
Yankees  won't  be  led  by  foreign  asses ;  therefore,  I  de- 
part this  cussed  land. 

\^Exit  and  procures  a  passage  to  Europe  ly  next  steamer. '\ 

Sniveller.   Well,  Grumbler,  what  thinkest  thou  ? 

Grwnller.  I  do  not  think — I  know  it. 

Sniveller.  What  ? 

Grumbler.  That  thou  art  the  veriest  ass  that  ever  drove 
a  quill. 

Sniveller.  What !  villain.  You  thus  upbraid  me,  who 
never  had  a  sympathy  in  common  with  law  or  justice  ? 

Grumller.  'Twas  your  vile  bowlings  that  this  election 
lost. 

Sniviller.  And  your  stupidity  most  malicious. 
[Enter  Bully  Boy  and  Naughty  Boy^  i7i  a  state  of  infuria- 

tion.) 

Bully  Boy.  I  say,  fellers  (hie),  this  is  jolly. 

Naughty  Boy.  Yes,  we're  (hie)  all  right, 
I     Sniveller.  How's  that  ? 

Bully  Boy.  Why  (hie),  you   see  I've  got  (hie)  my  com- 
mission yet. 
So,  I'm  (hie)  all  right. 

Naughty  Boy.  Three  cheers  for  (hie)  me. 
I'm  a  Congressman,  I  (hie)  is.     One  (hie)  cheers  for  us 
Eh,  Georgie  ! 

Servant.  Anything  I  can  do  for  you,  gentlemen  ? 
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Bully  Boy.  Ye.s,  don't  (liic)  let  od  you  know  (hie)  us. 
We  want  to  get  (hie)  back  into  good  (hie)  soeiety. 

\_JExit  dilapidated  Georgies. 
Grumhler.  Sniveller,  you'd  better  go  to  4-11-44. 
Sniveller.  I'm  going,  old  Habeas  Corjnis. 
Grumhler.  How  are  you,  draft  ?     Ah  !  ah  ! 
Syiiveller.   How  are  you,  old  patriot  ?     Ah  !  Eh  ! 
Grumhler.  All  right,  gambler. 
Sniveller.  All  square,  bruiser. 

[Exit. 
Grumhler.  Say,  servant,  if  you  ever  speak  to  me  again, 

by  Mars,  I'll  break  your  head. 
Servant.  Thank  you,  sir — thank  you  kindly. 
Grumhler.  I  hate  these  fawning  dogs. 

[Exit. 
Servant,  Well,  Ive  done  my  duty ;   I  wrote  them  down 
great  men,  when  in  my  inmost  soul  I  knew  they  were  the 
veriest  seoundrels  yet  unhung.     I'll  die  revenged. 
[Tickles  himself  to  death  with  the  Chicago  platform.) 

[All  the  actors  having  left  the  stage.,  and  as  a  Lincoln 
torchlight  procession  is  passing^  the  curtain  falls  in  honor  of 
the  unexpected  though  welcome  death  of  so  many  rascals  at  the 
same  tune.  The  American  Eagle  now  appears  with  a  green- 
hack  in  each  claw^  and  a  copy  of  the  Constitution  unabridged 
in  his  heak.  The  Star-Spangled  Banner  envelopes  the  sacred 
bird.,  and  from  the  distance  comes  a  solemn  voice  uttering  those 
memorable  words:  Bully  for  Old  Abe  !  Echo  from  Peters- 
burg :  Hunky  hoy  is  General  Grant.~\ 


The  Appeodix— Hep  [quality 


Who  said  that  all  men  are  created  equal  ?  Thomas 
JeflFersoD  the  father  of  Democracy. 

Who  gave  the  negroes  the  right  of  suffrage  in  New- 
York  ?     The  Democratic  party. 

Who  presided  over  the  Convention  which  gave  this 
privilege  to  negroes  ?     Martin  Van  Buren,  a  Democrat. 

Who  afterwards  elected  Martin  Van  Buren  to  the 
Presidency  of  the  United  States  ?     The  Democratic  party. 

Who  married  a  negro  woman,  and  by  her  had  mulatto 
children  ?     Richard  M.  Johnson,  a  good  Democrat. 

Who  elected  Richard  M.  Johnson  Vice  President  of 
the  United  States  ?     The  Democratic  Party. 

If  President  Van  Buren  had  died,  and  Richard  M. 
Johnson  had  become  President,  who  would  have  become 
the  Democratic  mistress  of  the  White  House  ?  This  mul- 
atto woman. 

Who  made  the  negro  a  citizen  of  the  State  of  Maine  ? 
The  Democratic  party. 

Who  enacted  a  similar  law  in  Massachusetts?  The 
Democratic  party. 

Who  gave  the  negro  a  right  to  vote  in  New  Hampshire  ? 
The  Democratic  party. 

Who  permitted  every  colored  person  owning  $250,  in 
New  York,  to  become  a  voter?  A  General  Assembly, 
purely  Democratic. 
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Who  repealed  the  laws  of  Ohio  which  recjuired  negroes 
to  give  bonds  and  security  before  settling  in  that  State  ? 
The  Democratic  party. 

Who  made  mnlattoes  legal  voters  in  Ohio !  A  Demo- 
cratic  Supreme  Court,  of  which  Reuben  Wood  was  Chief 
Justice. 

What  became  of  Reuben  Wood  ?  The  Democratic 
party  elected  him  Governor  three  times,  and  he  is  still  a 
leader  of  the  Democratic  party. 

Who  helped  to  give  the  free  negroes  the  right  to  vote 
in  Tennessee  under  her  Constitution  of  1796  ?  G-eneral 
Jackson. 

Was  Greneral  Jackson  a  good  Democrat  ?  He  gener- 
ally passed  as  such. 

Who,  with  the  above  facts  and  many  others  staring 
them  in  the  face,  are  continually  whining  about  "  negro 
suffrage"  and  negro  equality?     The  Democratic  party. 

All  these  things  were  done  by  Democrats,  and  yet  they 
deny  being  in  favor  of  negro  equality,  and  charge  it  ujDon 
the  Republicans — just  like  the  thief  who  cries  "  stop 
thief"  the  loudest. 
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